r As beauty is not, nor wealth: he that st^ayes thus From her to hers, is more adulterous Then if he tooke her maid., search every spheare And firmament, our Cupid is not there, He is an infernall God, and undergrounde Whith Pluto dwell's where gold and fire abound: Men to such gods their sacrificinge coales Did not on altars lay, but pittes, and holes. Although we see celestiall bodies move Above the earth, the earth we till, and love. So wee her haires contemplate, wordes, and heart, And vertues; but we love the centrique part; Nor is the soule more worthy, or more fitt For love then this, for infinite as itt. 
